
Tire Sea will ebb and flow, heauen fliew hisface: 

Y oung blood doth not obay an olde decree. 

We can not croflethe caufe w hy we were borne: 
Therefore of all handes mud we be forfworne. 

King. What, did theferent lines (hew fonjeloue of thine? 
’Ber. Did they quoth you? Who fees the heauenly Bofilme, 
That(liko a rude and fauadge naan oflnde.) 

At the firft opning of the gorgious Eaft, 

Bow'es not his vaflall head, and ftrooken blind, 

Kifles the bafe ground with obedient breaft. 
Whatperomptoric Eagle-lighted eye 
Dares Jooke vpon the heauen of her brow. 

That is not blinded by her maieftie? 

King. Wnatzeale,what furie, hath infpirde thee now? 
My Loue(her Miftres) is a gracious Moone, 

Shee (an attending Starre) fcarce feene a light. 

Her. My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Heromh 
0,but for my Louc,day would turne to night. 

Of all complexions the culd foueraigntic. 

Do meete as at a faire in her fairc cheeke. 

Where fcuerall worthies make one dignitie. 

Where nothing wantes,tbat want itfelfedoth feeke. 

Lend me theflorifh of all gentle tongues, 

Fie paynted Rethoricke,0 fbee needesit not. 

To thinges of fale, a fellers prayfe belonges: 

She pafles prayfe,then prayfe too fhort doth blot, 

A witherdHermightfiuefcore winters worne, 
Mightfhake off fift ic, looking in her eye: ‘ 

Bcautic doth varntfh Age, as if new borne, 

And giues the Crutch the Cradles infancie. 

Otisthe Snnne that maketh all thinges fhine. 

King. By heauen, thy Loueis blackeas Ebon it, 

Herow, Is Ebonie like her?0 word deuinc / 

A wife offuch wood were felieitie, 

O who can giue an oth? Where is a booke? 

That I may IWeare Bcautie doth beautie lack*. 

If that l he learne not of her eye to looke: 

No face is fayre that is not full fo blacke. 


called Lottes Labor's lojl. 

King. O paradox, Blacke is the badge of Hell, 

The hue of dungions,and the Schoole of night S 
Arid beauties creft becomes the heauens well, , 

Ber. Diutls fooneft tempt refembling fpirites ©flights 
O if in blacke my Ladyes browes be deckt, 

It mourncSjthat painting vfurping haire 
Should rauifh dooters with a falfe aipedf: 

And therefore is fhe borne to make blacke fayre* 

Her fauour turnes the fafhion of the dayes. 

For natiue blood is countedpaynting now: 

And therefore redd that would auoyde difprayfe, 

Paintes it fclfe blacke, to imitate her bro w. 

Duma, To looke like her are Chimnie-fwcepers blake. 
Long. And fince her time are Colliers counted bright. 
King. And <zs£thiops of their fweete complexion crake, 
Duma. Darke needes no Candles now»for darke is light. 
Her , Your Miftreffes dareneuer come in rained 
For fcare their colours fhould be wafht away. - 

Ktng. T were good yours didifor fir to tell you plaine. 

He finde a fayrer face not wafht to day. i 

Her. He proue her faire,or talke till doomfe-day he ere. 
King , No Diuel will fright thee then fo much as fhce. 
Duma. I neucr knew man holde vile fluffe fo deare. 

Long, Lookejheer’s thy loue,myfoote and her face fee. 
Her O if the ftreetes were paired with thine eyes. 

Her feete were much too daintie for fuch tread. 

Duma. Ovile,thenas fhe goes what vpward lyes? 

The ftreete fhould fee as fhe walkt ouer head. 

King. But what of this, are we not all in loue? 

Hey. O nothing fo fure,and thereby all forfworne. 

King. Then leaue this chat, and good Heroine now proue 
Out louing lawful!, and our fay th not tome, 

Duma. Iniarierhere,fbme flatterie for this euyli. 

Long. O fbmc authoritie how to proceede. 

Some tricks, fome quillets, how tocheate the diuelL 
Duma, Some falueforperjiiric, ... 

Her. O tis more then neede, 

H^ue at you then alfeftions men at armes, 
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